How We Invade Europe

GENERAL LORD GORT, holder of the Victoria Cross, senior
field-commander of the British Army, hero of the B.E.F.,
had kindly called his staff officers to Government House :
the Army,-the Navy, and the Air Commands. I was taken
there that evening to meet him and to meet them.
The sentries in the courtyard were in battle dress, paced
the cobbles with the clank of hobnailed boots, dim figures
in the hazy light of the black-out The challenge of any
sentry in the dark is always an eerie feeling, but the British
have a way of making you feel their voice, their bayonet,
and their gun all in a single quiet word., These men knew
their business.
I went up the broad steps between the dull, white
columns of the mansion. As always, throughout the British
world, the knocker shone bright on the door. A soldier
opened it, ushered me in through the folds of the black-out
curtain to a beautiful Georgian hallway flooded with spark-
ling light. The meeting was upstairs.
We gathered before a good English fire in the living-
room on the second floor.
Lord Gort's keen, gray eyes fairly sparkled, as he pointed
out one phase after another of the possibilities and pro-
babilities for the days to come, weighing each example
with factual data, all against a backdrop of the bold im-
agination which has won him his place in the hearts of the
English armies and English people the world over.
He talked of Finland and my recent visit there, brought
forward endless points of strength and weakness in Hitler's
expanded military position, high-lighted the problem of
German transportation by land and sea, and shifted to the
most^ detailed explanation of Britain's vital North African
position. Dispatch after dispatch came to him through the
evening.
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